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so. What I suffered as a young woman, die bullying and in-
carceration to which I was exposed as a result of my husband's
jealousy, die secret punishments' and acts of vengeance which
were wreaked upon me with impunity in the solitude of our
Armagnac Chateau, would make a novel in themselves. I don't
say that one day I may not perhaps write it. For I can write. In a
sense writing has been my undoing. Adhemar has in his possession
a number of unfortunate letters sent to me by a certain person,
together with my replies. I was a fool not to have destroyed them,
because, egged on by the demon of literary composition, I ex-
pressed on paper, and in extremely passionate terms, sentiments
to which, in the eyes of the world, a woman may be forgiven for
yielding, though never for putting into words.

That is my secret. Though I no longer believe in the mysteries
of religion, I still trust in the virtue and discretion of its ministers.
It is necessary that you should know all this. Adhemar has com-
plete power over Jean only because my honour has been betrayed
into his hands. If I so much as stumble on the road in which he
has set my feet, I am lost. My saying this will show you what
manner of man he is. But he fears that his hold over me is in-
sufficient. He would like me to be his wife. My very consider-
able fortune is an added temptation, but it is only fair to say that
it was my husband's dying wish that he should marry me. It was
one of his favourite maxims that a woman can be tamed only in
marriage. It never occurred to either of them that a Mirbel who
was also, on her mother's side, a La Mirandieuze could ever so
much as dream of divorce. Adhemar exercises over me a sort of
indirect blackmail. He hints that in the event of my consenting
to become his wife, he would give his permission for Jean to be
brought up at home, here, at La Devize. I gather that if such a
course were taken, I should have the deciding vote in all matters
affecting his education, and be free to spend part of each year with
rny parents. Madame de La Mirandieuze, as you probably know*
has influential connexions, nor have I abandoned the idea that I
might even now be able to take a staggering revenge for every-
thing I have suffered through the medium of a literary success, . . .